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‘““,rHE ROSE IS FAIREST WHEN ’TIS BUDDING NEW.”’ Scott. 
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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 


For the Southern Rose Bud. 
GEORGE DUFF. 
Mrs. Editor, 

When I sent you my anecdote 
of the terror-struck Captain on 
Bunker’s Hill, I promised another 
relating to military affairs, which 
I now enclose. It is neither of so 
remote a date nor of so distant a 
place. But tothe story. 

Many of your older readers, 
who have visited, within a few 
years, the cells for insane persons, 
in the Alms House of Charleston, 
must have observed a middle aged 
mao, generally sitting in one of 
the entry-windows, with a fine, 
Open, smiling countenance, and 
wearing a military short coat and 
soldier’s cap. ‘This man’s name 
is George Duff. He is a Scotch- 
man by birth, and served formerly 
in the British army. But during 
our last war with England, George 
Duff found his way to America, 
and, ealisting in the United States’ 
service, was stationed at the fort 
on Sullivan’s Island. liere he de- 
serted, but was soon taken, with 
two others, his companions, and 
condemned to be shot. Before 
the moment appointed for their ex- 
ecution, a reprieve was obtained, 
but was not to be communicated 
to the prisoners, until they should 
have endured all the horrors of 
expected death. ‘he bandages 
were put over their eyes; they 
were led to the platform of the 
fort; a platoon of armed soldiers 
was marched to the spot; the com- 
manding officer gave the usual 
words, ‘‘Ready!”’—‘“‘Aim!”” The 
guns rattled as they were levelled 
down on the hard hands of the 
soldiers. An awful silence of a 








few seconds ensued. Instead of 
“Fire!” the commanding oflicer 
exclaimed, ‘‘As you were!” The 
soldiers were ordered to unbind 
the eyes of their guilty compan- 
ions. ‘They obeyed with alacrity. 
The rescued victims all appeared 
to be overwhelmed with astonish- 
ment and joy, save one. Why was 
George Duff, at that moment, calm 
and unmoved? The trial had been 
too great for his mental endurance. 
Ilis reason had become unthroned 
by the violence of his feelings, 
and left her seat forever. 

The case of George is very pe- 
culiar, and may deserve to be con- 
sidered by philosophers of the 
mind. His memory is almost en- 
tirely shattered, and seems forever 
to recur to one subject only,which 
is Gibraltar. It is probable from 
this circumstance that he was for- 
merly stationed at that fortress, 
from which he possibly deserted. 
If you ask him where he was yes- 
terday, he will answer, ‘‘Gibral- 
tar.’ If you ask him where he 
is going to-day or to-morrow, he 
still replies, *‘Gibraltar.”? He has 
no apparent recollection of any 
other place than that, nor scarcely 
of any event whatever. He is mild 
and pleasant in his demeanour, and 
has never offered any kind of vio- 
lence. He once escaped from his 
confinement, but was found ina 
neighbouring shop, where he went 
to beg for tobacco, of which he is 
excessively fond. Although very 
unwilling to work, yet some la- 
bour has been occasionally exact- 
ed from him. His favourite occu- 
pation is to sit, with his military 
dress, all day by the window, and 
occasionally to exercise with a 
cane. He can recall snatches of 
some old camp songs, which he 





sings with a peculiarly happy ex- 
pression of face, when his expected 
reward is a piece of his darling 
weed. George was removed a few 
months since to the Insane Hos- 
pital at Columbia. I have under- 
stood that he is anxious to return 
to Charleston; probably for no oth- 
er reason than because the poor 
fellow vaguely recollects,that there 
is in this city a greater abundance 
of that idol of his soul, tobacco. 
Yours, in good will, 
OLD TIMES. 


For the Southern Rose Bud. 
UNPUBLISHED ANECDOTE. 
During Mr. Monroe’s southern 

tour, on his arrival in Augusta, the 
municipal authorities had made ar- 
rangements for his accommodation 
at one of the hotels of that place. 
Soon after, a young lawyer of the 
town, met a country client before 
the door, and in the course of con- 
versation, the former was asked, 
“If he was acquainted with the 
President?”’? ‘Oh, yes; intimate- 
ly: well knowing that if he con- 
fessed he was not, the other would 
think him a fellow of no standing, 
and would never again vote for him 
for the Legislature. ‘‘Well,” said 
the other, “‘would you introduce 
me to him?” ‘With great plea- 
sure.’ Entering the house, quite 
at a loss how to extricate himself 
from this difficulty, he accos:ed an 
old Irishman, whom he found read- 
ing the papers, with a request that 
‘the would act as President toa 
friend whom he was about to in- 
troduce.”’ ‘That I wiil, with plea» 
sure,”’? was the reply. Our lawyer 
then returned to intorm his triend 
that the President would be glad 
to see him; advising him, as they 
entered, not to remain long, asthe 
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ers. ‘Mr. President,” said he, 
“allow me to introduce lo you my 
friend Mr. ——— from the piney- 
woods,’’ ‘And are ye from the pi- | 
ney-woods?? * Yes, your honour, | 
Tam.” ‘Come to my arms, my 
dear fellow. I luck upon the piney- 
woods-men as the bulwarks of the 
nation.’ At a signal from the 
other, he then retired; but in the 
joy of his heart spent the whole 
night in riding round the settle- 
ment to tell his neighbours, that 
the President ‘‘looked upon the pi- 
ney-woods-men as the bulwarks of 
the nalion.”’ 


President must receive many oth- | 
| 
| 
} 
| 


A COUNTRYMAN. 








For the Southern Rose Bud. 
SIGNS OF THE TIMES, 
Temperance Anecdote.—* Does | 
your father want to buy any whis- | 
key?” said a North-Carolina wa- | 
goner to a little boy, the son of an | 
ardent friend of Temperance, who 
was playing by the road-side — 
‘* Whiskey?” replied the little fel- | 
low; ‘‘no, indeed, my papa don’t | 
drink such stuff.’ 








ds 





[The following remarks, though of a | 
private character, strike us as so much | 
more interesting than any that we can of- 
fer, that we do not hesitate to copy them 
from the letter of our valued correspondent 
at St. Louis. We have not placed the ac- | 
eompanying effusions under the head of 
‘‘Youngest Readers,’’ because, simple as 
they are, we consider them quite a lyrical 
etudy.—Ep. ] 

Sr. Louis, 19th Ava. 1833. 

Having a presentiment that you 
will be pleased with the pieces en- 
closed, when I tell you the cir- 
cumstances under which they were 
written, I hasten to transcribe and 
send them—hoping you may con- 
sider them not unworthy a place 
in the columns of the ‘Rose Bud.’ 
The pieces signed ‘‘Hunt,”’ are 
the unaided, ungorrected effusions 
of a child of five years old, in St. 
Louis. He composed them in 
consequence of the extreme pleas- 
ure he derived from reading the 
‘‘Rose Bud ”’ His mind seemed to 
acquire new ideas, and his ideas 
to arrange themselves immediate- 
ly, and he repeated them line by 
line to his mother, who wrote them 
down. Once or twice she sug- 
gested a word or phrase, express- | 
we of the idea, but he invariably | 





objected, and repeated his own 
thoughts, in his own language, 
which she adopted. IL would not 
withhold these remarks, as I think 
it must be gratifying to you to 
learn the influence of your work 
in so distant a place as Missouri. 
I have copied the pieces as they 
were written in the original manu- 
scripts. Yours, &e. 
M. 
For the Southern Rose Bud 
No. I 
It strikes me there is a fine 
idea of Liberly connected withthe 
5th and Gth lines, and a Poet’s as- 
pirations after excellence, through- 
out the following piece M. 
“Oh! God, pray thee let me go to heaven! 
I will be a good boy— . 
To the skies—to the skies I must go, 
If 1 be a bad boy, I cannot go to heaven. 
When If go to heaven, I'll be an Angel, 
And with the wings I can fly where I please. 
Oh, God, I wish I would be a good boy.”’ 
HUNT. 
April 11th, 1833. 


No, IT. 

This piece is wholly imaginary. 
Ife has never been at sea, or vis- 
ited the sea-shore, and had lost 
no friend. 
thoughts however is good—the 
first part,of the boat, seems to con- 
vey an idea of hope and disappoint- 
ment, and consequent sadness. 


M. 


“What do you see coming? 
A beat—a boat—a boat—my friend — 
A ceming up? no—going down— 
Bat, ah! I was mistaken—now 
It does not come to land-— 
And new I have no joy— 
When I came from o’er the sea, 
I was so very glad; 
But now | am so very sorry, 
Because my friend is dead. 
When did i come from the sandy sea? 
In summer—when the flowers were spring- 
ing up.”’ HUNT. 





PARTMENT. 





FOREIGN DE 


POLAND. 

Since the last insurrection of 
this unhappy country was crush- 
ed, her fate appearsto have been 
growing more and more hopeless. 
Many of her noblest and most 
powerful families have been trans- 
ported by the Russian Emperor 
to the wilds of Liberia. Several 
of the insurgents have taken re- 
fuge in France, England, Germa- 








I think the train of 
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ny, and other countries of Eu- 
rope. Some few, we believe, have 
reached our own sliores. ‘The gov- 
ernment of France has acted with 
some severity to the Poles who 
had fled thither for protection.— 
Most of them are probably very 
determined republicans, and as 
the French government finds its 
interest in preserving the good 
graces of Russia, it is obliged to 
discountenance their designs, and 
has even banished many from the 
kingdom. Partial and local in- 
surrections still take place frou: 
time to time in Poland, but they 
are not sufficiently extensive o1 
powerful to be {productive of any 
considerable effect. They serve, 
however, to annoy and exasperate 
the Russian oppressors. 

The injustice of the Russian 
Emperor, is more apparent from 
the fact, that at the treaty of Vi- 
enna, soon after the fall of Bona- 
parte, Russia agreed to erect Po- 
land into a separate kingdom, 
which she never yet has done. It 
was necessary for the balauce of 
power in Europe, that Poland 
should not be swallowed up in the 
immense empire at the North of 
her. The Emperor has now a 
post inthe very heart of the con- 
tinent. ‘The other powers have 
looked on quietly, and permitted 
this bold step to be taken, without 
any interference on their part to 
prevent it. Not many years pro- 
bably will elapse, before they wil! 
have reason to regret their apathy. 
Russia will ere long dictate to ev- 
ery European power, unless a 
general combination should take 
place, to oppose her gigantic de- 
signs. 

PORTUGAL. 

On the 24th of July, Donna 
Maria’s troops entered Lisbon in 
triumph, and she was proclaimed 
Queen, in that ancient capital. 





For the Southern Rose Bud. 
DISRESPECTFUL LANGUAGE, 


I am a very quiet old lady, and 
try to mind my own business, and 
let other people alone; but if they 
will talk before me, I must hear, 
and if I can do good with what i 
hear, | am apt to tell it again. 

Things have changed very much 
since I was young; then. children 








4 
* 


n. a 
SRR Cr ee "a 





: 


2 — 


ae ne 


io 


aay AEA ee 


SOUTHERN 


were taught to be modest, and 
respectful to their elders, and par- 
ticularly to their teachers; and I, 
fur one, used to speak of my school 
master always, as I would of my 
father—but as I said before, times 
are changed. 

Not very long ago, I happened 
to be left alone with two young 
people. I did not know them, and 
they did not know me, Perhaps 
because | looked so still and quiet, 


they thought I was deaf; at any | 


rate, they did not know Iwas a 
listener, and a tattler too, it seems. 
I suppose they had been talking 
before I came in, for in a little 
while the young gentleman said, 

‘So, you go to school to old 


Bidluf, do you? Ilow do you 
like him:” 
“Oh, [hate him.” (I put on 


my spectacles to take a good look 
at her.) 

‘*You do,” said he, ‘‘why, what 
is the matter:’”? Here I began to 
listen, for thought I, such a nice 
looking girl must havea very good 
reason for hating any one—he 
must be a very wicked man. 

“‘Ah,”’ said the little girl, “he’s 
a good enough sort of a man, but 
Idodespise him. I’ve been go- 
ing to him five quarters, 1’m tired 
to death, [ long to get away.”’— 
‘hey both laughed at this. 

‘Well,’ said the boy, “I go to 
Pitten,’”’ (in my day, it was the 
fashion to say Mr.) “he’s pretty 
good, to be sure, but I don’t mind 
aword he says. He sometimes 
tells me, half a dozen times, to do 
the same thing, but 1 don’t care a 
cent, and when he straps me, I 
don’t let him see that I feel it.” 

Both laughed again, and I 
think, peeped under my bonnet to 
find out what I thought, but they 
could not. 

‘““Well,”’ said the girl, ‘‘old Bid- 
luf has punished me sometimes, 
but I’m determined I won’t cry,for 
{ hate him.” 

After this. they talked about 
ages, and I found they were old 
enough to know better thané to 
speak so disrespectfully of those 
who labour for them, pray for 
them, and pray with them every 
day. I wonder, when young folks 
talk in this way, if they feel hap- 
pier, or expect to be more beloved 
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forit. They are greatly mistaken 
if they do, ior sensible people 
will always think less of them for 
it. But times are changed now, 
and if you like, Mrs. Editor, the 
next time my rheumatism will let 
me, I wil! tell you how children 
used to behave when I was a little 
girl. AndI shall be sure to let 
you know the next time I hear 
such a conversation again. 
PATIENCE OLDTIMES. 
Savannah 








For the Southern Rose Bud. 
Translation of the Latin Anecdote in 
No. 3, of the Southern Rose Bud. 


“Caius Marius, being Consul during the 
war with the Cimbri and ‘Teutones, in or- 
der to try the fidelity of [his allies] the 
Gauls and T igurians, sent them a letter; 
the first part (or envelope) of which en- 
joined, that the enclosed letter, which had 
been previously sealed, should not be open- 
ed before a certaintime. He afterwards 
demanded the same letter before the ap- 
pointed day, and finding that it had been 
opened, concluded that they entertained 
against him hostile designs. 

A YOUNG STUDENT. 





CHARLESTON: 
SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 21, 1822. 


ROSE BUD, VOL. I. 

There being no complete set in print of 
Vol. Ist, the numbers from Jan. (No. 19) 
and most of the previous numbers have 
been collected, and stitched in paper, and 
are for sale at Mr. Estill’s, and the Book- 
stores, at 50 cents. Also a few sets with 
iniscellaneous numbers, at 374 cents. 











Subscribers, who wish to preserve the 
present Vol. of the ‘‘Southern Rose Bud,’’ 
are informed, that they cannot be supplied 
with duplicate copies, as the edition is on- 
ly sufficient for the immediate demand. 





‘An address tothe Young on the 
importance of religion.’’ By J. Foster. 

Mr. Roorbach has a neat edition of this 
valuable book. Ittreats a vital subject 
with great seriousness, but being divided 
into A chapters, is not fatiguing to minds 
unused to religious contemplation. 








Answer to Conundrums. 
5. He-then. (heathen. ) 


6. It can a tail unfold. 
7. They are bound. 


ENIG@A. 


Y 

should I who am 
U 

and not your = 
Me 

stoop to U who 
R. 








TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


B. F. D. received. 
Remittance from Fitchburg, $1. 


or my Youngest Readers. 


ANNA NIVIN READS 

The Fish and the Piook. 
‘*A little fish was strolling away, 
Far from his mother’s side— 
She cautioned him, he heeded not, 
And was wash’d on shore by the tide. 
There he lay in the scorching sun, 
On the burning sandy beach, 
His course of life was nearly run, ; 
When accosted thus by a leech. 


‘‘What would you give, my good young 
friend, 

‘‘With your darling mother to be?”’ 

“Oh! I'd give a pearl! from the far land’s 
end, 

‘To be once more in the sea.”’ 


‘Then get on my back,’’ theleech replied, 
And he slid to the water near, 

‘Thank you!’’ said one of the finny tribe, 
Whom he found was his mother dear. 


‘Oh, mother,’’ the naughty fish did say, 
‘J will never leave you again— 
‘**For the sun sent down a burning ray 
‘That kept me in constant pain.”’ 

“ * * * * * 
‘‘But mother,’’ said he, ‘‘do come and 


look 
‘*What a nice piece of veal’s in the sea?’’ 
‘*Let it alone, there is in it a hook, 
**You will die if vou list not to me. 


The wilful fish 
Said, he’d only go look, 
Alas! he swallow’d 
The veal and the hook.’’ 

ANNA. 
And mother, tell me, did he die, 
For not regarding what was said? 
‘*He did, my dear—he closed his eye, 
Another moment he was dead.’’ 

M.E. G. 











NVew- Orleans. 


FOR YOUNGEST READERS 
AND THEIR MOTHERS. 
The Little Philosopher. By J. Abbott 

There are many children who 
love to ask questions, and many 
mothers who are perplexed about 
answering them. The little Phi- 
losopher will assist both. It is for 
sale at Mr. Roorbach’s. 

Also, The Child’s Friend, or 
things which every Boy can do. By 
S.R. Hall. An excellent book 
for older boys to read to their 
mothers, as they mend their stock- 


ings. 











Return of Deaths within the City of 
Charleston from the 7th tothe 14th 
September. Whites 6; black and coler- 
ed 3—total 9. 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
ST. AUGUSTINE OF FLORIDA. 


The land-breeze is blowing— 
‘The bright moon on high— 
Her lustre bestowing, 
O’er earth and o’er sky! 
O come—let us hasten 
To the *ruins-girt shore, 
And carelessly listen 
To the sea-breakers’ roar! 


Where tthe castle frowns—rearing 
Its giant-like form— 
The scars proudly bearing, 
Of battle and storm; 
By the owl-haunted towers ,} 
O’er the ramparts we’ll stray— 
And welcome the hours 
At the closing of day! 


Like silver is gleaming, 
§St. Sebastian’s wave; 
A glory is beaming 
rom the coldicr’e green grave ;\ 
The mirth song suppressing, 
Light—light be your tread! 
A sigh and a blessing 
Belong to the dead. 


The day heats are over— 
The sun gone to rest, 
The curlew and plover 
Have flown to their nest; 
wThe beacon-fire burning, 
Streams far—to the sight 
Of the sea-boy returning, 
A star of the night! 
The light skiff is bounding 
Swift, over the Bay; 
Soft music is sounding, 
And young hearts are gay ; 
Fair hands are greeting, 
In friendship’s fond twine, 
And bright eyes are meeting, 
In language divine! 
Leave the Arch—the Veranda— 
The Balcony high— 
Forth let as wander, 
Beneath the blue sky ; 
In the deep Orange Bowers 
Pass the fervor of noon; 
But give these bright hours, 
To MIRTH AND THE MOON! ee 








* The Sea- Wail in ruins. 
+ Fort Marion, formerly the Castle of St. Mark’s. 
t No fiction: owls are often seen sailing round the towers in 
the twilight. 
§ The River of St. Sebastian flows to the west of the city. 
\| The grave of Lieut. Horace Smith—covered with luxuriant 
rass—to the north of the Castle. 
7 The Light-House on Anastatia’s Island 
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THE SCHOOL BOY 
Attempts to write Poetry for the Southern Rose Bud. 
My paper is ruled very neot, 
Father's made me ar elegant pen, 
I sit quite upright on : ent, 
And have every 


tee. 


eudy —what then 

I have scratch’d my head several times, 
And nothing comes out of it yet; 

For my life J can’t make out the rhymes, 
Not a word can I think of, but—fret 


Dear mother, do he!p me a bit, 

I have « good subject, [know—s; 
But how the right measure to hit, 

I know not; no matter—here goes. 


There once was a widow in trouble, nt 
She was aged, and old, and advane*d- 
Not a word can I think of but bubble, 
And it won't do to say, that she danced 


A widow she was of great feeling, 
Of great feeling this widow was she— 
Now how can I use the word squealing? 
And where can I lug in some tea? 


i ae 


This widow to woe was a votary— 
Oh, mother, youslaugh at her woes, 

And say, J had better ‘‘quit potery* 
Until I know how to write prose.*’ 





* Poetry. 








FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUP. 
TO THE HUMMING BIRD, 
ON ITS VISIT TO CHURCH LAST SABBATII. 


Sweet little bird, why com’st thou here? 
Was it to chirp thy praise— 

To hum thy notes to Hing, most dear, 
With our accordant lays? 

Then welcome to the Temple’s pale— 
Sing on thy tone of love, 

To God, who fed thee in the vale, 
And nurs’d thee from above. 


; 
i 


*Tis on this happy day of rest— 
Within this holy place, 
God’s creatures come to manifest 
Their gratitude for grace. 
Come, join thy joyful notes with ours—- 
Give Him thy feeble song, 
And He will guide thee to thy bow’rs, 
And there thy notes prolong. M. 





” 


SELF EXAMINATION. 
My soul, with earnest eye, 
Those winding mazes thread, 
Where secret sins unconsciously 
With prouder follies tread. 


Tear off the shrouding veil, 
That hides thyself from thee, 
And habit’s iron rock assail, 
And set thy spirit free. 
But weak will be thine aim, 
And faith’s high path untrod, 
Unless with hamble awe, thou claim 
In prayer, the aid of God. | C. G. 
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